For legal reasons, this is all alleged. 


Howdy. It sucks to talk about this again. | have been trying to move on with my life. 
However, I’ve made great strides with my therapist and have been receiving proper treatment 
for the PTSD i have been diagnosed with caused by this situation, and feel comfortable enough 
discussing what had happened between myself, Wicked, and her (at the time, now ex) husband. 


This is primarily to dispute her claims of her recent “statement”. 


Starting out- the Malcontent server. | was 20 years old at the time, | was in a new space 
with people who seemed to already know each other, and it was a very sex positive space. As 
someone who grew up pretty repressed, raised by strict parents in a conservative area, it was a 
breath of fresh air to finally be able to express myself. There was actually a time where people 
in the server posted explicit pictures of themselves in a VC channel, myself included. If | could 
pull up screenshots for this next part, | would love to, but the server has been deleted due to 
some bullshit pulled by the two creators of Malcontent. The discussion was something sexual, i 
don't remember what it was exactly, but i do remember wicked tagging me in a message and 
saying something along the lines of “you’re a virgin, aren't you?” | said something along the lines 


of “how did you know???” and she replied back “you just sound like one.” 


That was how anyone knew | was a virgin. 


Continuing on, | also would talk about my struggle with dating apps, | wanted to be in a 
relationship, have sex, all that gushy stuff. | was struggling at the time with accepting the fact | 
was on the Aromantic spectrum, and it was a struggle to find myself feeling romantic attraction. 
That is what | “complained” about, not expressly losing my virginity. But | guess that's how 


Wicked saw it, because she shot me a DM offering to let me sleep with her husband. This was 


the first time she talked to me privately other than when she had asked me to reserve her a 
commission slot. | declined. She would “joke” about it multiple times following. | would later find 
out her husband had an interest in me because she had shown him explicit pictures of me from 


the aforementioned VC channel, and I guess | was his type. 


We began talking regularly after that. At first it was just because | was terrible at being 
“rude" by ignoring messages because, not going to lie, | was pretty creeped out that she wanted 
me to sleep with her husband, but we kinda fell into the rhythm of a friendship. She seemed 
nice, it was easy to talk with her, she would vent about her relationship sometimes and i wanted 


to be there for her. | didn't know how bad it actually was until after my visit in november. 


So the tinder debacle- It wasn't just casual sex. | wanted a relationship. | wanted to feel 
like | was wanted by someone. The dude she had referenced in her “statement” was someone 
who | was talking to semi-seriously. He didn't want to wear a condom or use lube despite the 
fact | had endometriosis, and | was VERY open about having it, and | chose by myself to stop 
talking to him. She only validated my decision after | had made it. | bought the plan B by myself, 
on my own volition, and later returned it. | was not ‘made’ to do anything. The entire time | had 
been trying to find a partner, Wicked would point me to older men in her husband's age range, 
she would tell me to look for men that looked like her husband, she would tell me to go for men 


that acted like her husband. Again, | was 20 at the time. 


This is where the grooming comes in- she pursued a friendship with me primarily to get 
me to sleep with her husband. She had done her best to convince me he was the perfect man, 
that | shouldn't go for anyone who wasn't like him. She secluded me from other people who 
might have told me otherwise, who knew better than to believe her when she talked so highly of 


him. Enabling a relationship with the intent to get sexual gratification from someone who is 


mentally unwell is grooming, Wicked. You are a groomer. It doesn't matter that | was 20, 
because | had the romantic, sexual, and mental maturity of someone much younger due to how 


| was brought up. And you knew that. 


| believe it was after that that she had thrown up the offer yet again to let me sleep with 
her husband since | was going to be visiting them anyway. | internally just said “fuck it, why not”. 
| kinda gave up on finding a romantic relationship.| trusted her, she talked him up like he was a 
super caring guy who would make sure i was okay, and i figured that would be better than going 
on another failed date with a weirdo. | was added to a group chat, we talked on facetime a few 
times. | was trying to figure out how to get up there in the first place, because again, | had strict 
parents and | still lived with them. She had in fact brought up the idea of telling them | was 
visiting friends and family in Ohio while we were in a FaceTime call, as i was from ohio, and i 
ran with the idea. Stupid, | know. It would end up biting me in the butt. When | had come up, | 
had gotten a call from my mom, and Wicked had even offered to pretend to be a childhood 


friend of mine to really sell the lie. That's how that went down. 


Real fast detour to November 14th, my birthday. | turned 21, and | was celebrating like 
any other 21 year old. | drank. | was, at the very least, tipsy basically the entire day. There were 
messages between myself and her husband where he asked if it would be okay to wake me up 
with sex, and | agreed. It was discussed literally once, in at most maybe 6 messages over the 
course of 20 minutes. It was never brought up again, and | completely forgot about it. | would 


like to remind you, once again, | had been drinking to celebrate my 21st birthday. 


| come up on November 20th, | hang out at the apartment in all of its rabbit shit covered 
glory for a few hours. Mason comes home, he pulls Wicked into their bedroom for a few 


minutes, and comes out. He got on top of me, and began pushing himself on me. | had 5 


seconds between seeing him exit the room and him getting on top of me and sucking my face 
aggressively. | didn't have a chance to set any boundaries, | know | had told them | had 
endometriosis because | had to explain why it was so painful for me. | never told Wicked to keep 
my condition a secret. | was in fact very open about my condition. but | did consent. | lost my 
virginity that night, it was painful, Wicked stayed with us because | was incredibly on edge. It 
weirds me out that she wanted to use the experience for her fanfiction. Llke jfc just watch 
amatear porn. But regardless, we finished, the night went on, i went to bed sore and in pain, but 


i was still okay at this point. 


The following morning, the 21st. | had woken up to Mason on top of me, and pushing 
himself into me. That's how | woke up. There was no permission granted. There was no 
discussion. Just me waking up to someone | had known in person for less than 12 hours on top 
of me, pushing inside, when | was already incredibly sore. | don't remember anything after that. | 


kinda just... left my body. | went on autopilot and blocked it all out. 


When I came to, | was standing in the living room. It's still spotty, honestly. | think he had 
left at that point. Wicked had called for me to come lay with her in bed. So | did. | was kinda a 
zombie at that point. Quiet, i was moving on my own, i couldn't process anything. She asked me 
how | was, and | said that | was surprised. It was the only thing | could think of. | was a blank 
slate, | didn't feel good, | didn't feel bad, | felt like there was static in my brain. My therapist told 
me I was in shock, and it’s fairly normal when a traumatic situation had just happened. She’s 


helped me a lot through dealing with my trauma. 


| know in Wicked “defense”, she said that she remembers it vividly, that i was loud and 
saying some things i honestly would never say as myself. But then why would she act so 


shocked when | told her about what happened? Why would she believe what | said when | 


explained the situation to her not even a month later. Why would she have to give him the 
benefit of the doubt and have to ask him about what happened when she said she knew what 
happened from her own experience. It makes no sense. It contradicts itself. You know what 


happened, Wicked, you just know it makes you sound bad- because it is bad. 


| was in shock for the rest of the day, | didn't feel like myself, | let her drag me around 
and did whatever she said. | was having trouble processing. I’m in a place I've never been to 
before, with people | thought would take care of me and wouldn't hurt me. My parents don't 
know where I'm at because | had told them I was in Ohio, and they both knew that. | tried my 
best to act normal, | didn't want to cause problems, as I've always tried to avoid conflict. | 
thought to myself “It couldn't possibly be what happened, they said they loved me, they would 


never do this to me. | must have somehow consented, maybe | was talking in my sleep”. 


| hate the argument that “we had discussed it a week in advance.” No. Mason asked 
about it once a week before the trip while he knew | was drinking, and then never brought it up 
again. It's not blanket consent, it's not consent at all. You’re insane if you think that argument 
makes any sense. Insane and sick. A week old text that is never referenced again is not 
consent, Wicked. You acknowledged that when you tried to defend him during the intervention, 
but now you're trying to play it off as something that was discussed in depth. You’re making 
excuses because you know it was wrong, because you know you and your rapist husband are 


in the wrong. 


So | stayed. | did what they wanted. | never said no because | was afraid of what would 
happen if | did. They already had a fight over a prank Wicked had played with some mail and | 


already knew that Mason would get really pissed off when he was denied sex. What would 


happen if | had? There was a gun in the house that i didn't know about until i was already there, 
they knew i was incredibly uncomfortable with guns. There were multiple knives that were 
shown to me by him. | stayed stagnant, | hardly ate, | didn't talk much, | wasn't myself. Even 
Wicked had asked why | was acting that way, why | wasn't eating. | acted overly sexual in 
messages to try and normalize it to myself. If these people are acting like it's normal, it must be 


normal, right? 


Come the final night, | was left alone after Wicked had taken one of her many famous 
naps, and | started looking for things to do. | looked in the fridge, and | saw a jar of cream liquor 
| had bought the other day. Yes, | bought it with my own money, | wanted to bring it home with 
me. | started drinking it, alone in the apartment, i figured it wouldn't hurt to be a bit tipsy. Well | 
got tipsy, | started feeling good, like | was myself again. | didn't feel that looming anxiety and 
fear anymore. So | kept drinking. | had downed almost the entire jar before wicked woke up to 
find me stumbling around. She asked if | had been drinking, | said that | was. She then offered 
to do tequila shots with me, so we did. The tequila was hers and was already opened. | don't 
remember how much | drank, but it was enough to be blackout drunk. | hardly remember 
anything, | was stumbling around, | could barely walk, | remember falling off the couch at one 


point. 


| don't remember Mason coming back home. | don't remember how it started, one of the 
few things i remember from that was walking out of the bathroom to see them fucking in the 
kitchen. | went and laid on the couch, and Mason had gotten on top of me once he had finished 
with Wicked. | remember at one point getting choked. | remember my face getting shoved in 
between Wicked legs while her husband was raping me from behind. And that's it. Everything 


else is either a blur or a complete blank. 


We had never discussed having sex while drunk. | was already completely drunk by the 
time Mason had come home, | had no chance to set any boundaries nor was | in a place to 
consent. | had the mental fortitude of a child. This was the first time | had truly been drunk. | 
woke up the next day. | knew deep down that | needed to leave, | was supposed to stay another 
day but | needed to leave. Luckily, they seemed to forget that we had decided for me to stay 
another day in a facetime call a few days before | left for Indiana. | waited for Mason to leave, 
and | told Wicked I was leaving. She followed me around, helped me pack, and followed me out 
to my car. She begged me not to ghost her and asked me to kiss her. | just wanted to leave, so | 


complied. 


| left, drove home, and largely ignored them the rest of the day. | had an eleven hour 
drive alone to let myself sit with these thoughts, to let myself convince myself of things that | 
knew deep down weren't true. But denial is a hardy fighter. | didn't want to be a victim, | always 
told myself | was a strong woman and | would never become a victim after a certain incident that 
had happened at a previous place of employment. So | told myself | wasn't. | was just 
overreacting. These are good people, they would never do this to me, | would have fought back 


if they did! 


| couldnt have been raped by people i considered my friends. 


| did my best to try to be normal the next couple of weeks, denial fueling me trying to 
remain normal. It became grating to talk to them, it felt like | was talking to imposters. | used 
work to keep my mind busy and went with whatever they said. They said they missed me, | said 
| missed them back. They wanted me to come up again, so | said | would without ever meaning 
it. They offered to buy me plane tickets, and | declined under the guise of them being too 


expensive. | said | would buy them stuff, but | never did, because | knew | would never be going 


back. If i didn't act like this, they would have known something was wrong. | didn't want to cause 
problems. | didn't want to be a problem. The most resistance | had put up was being less active 
in the DMs and telling Wicked | didn't want to talk to Mason as much because he was incredibly 


clingy. He was an absolute man child, to put it lightly. 


Fast Forward 2 weeks later, 3 at most, | had been added into a group chat with some 
mutual friends of myself and Wicked. They wanted to ask my opinion of Mason, because 
Wicked had been venting to all of us about her ongoing marital issues, as Mason had been 
caught having an affair once again. | gave them my honest opinion, it was a good outlet to let go 
of my feelings, and | had mentioned what had happened. They helped me really break free of 
that denial and accept what had happened to me. | can't thank them enough. They didn't 
convince me of anything, they only helped me accept what | already knew, but did not want to 


acknowledge. Starting at that point, we began trying to put together an intervention for her. 


| would tell her about how I really felt only a few days later, where she acted appalled 
and disgusted by Mason's actions. | had only brought up the situation of the morning, as | did 
not want her to feel guiltier for what had happened when we were both drunk. This was her life. | 
didnt want to destroy it. We had the intervention chat that same night, where she made herself 
out to be a victim as well of Masons, asking if she was also a rape victim since mason had done 
the same to her multiple times, and since he would pressure her regularly to have sex. | had to 
work the next day, so | turned in early. 

It was suggested she leave for her parents or go to a women's shelter so she would be 
safe. There's nothing wrong with going to a women's shelter, no one is too good to go to one 
when they need that protection, especially when you're a stay at home wife with no money to 


your name. 


After | had gone to bed, she had tried her best to convince our friends that | was lying, 
that Mason just didn't understand what he was doing, that he didn't understand consent, that it 
was Okay because she would have never let anything happen to me. Luckily, they saw through 


her bullshit, and called her out for that. 


The next morning, she sent me a long message trying to gaslight me into thinking it was 
normal, that it was normal to feel gross after sex, and that | was in the wrong for being too afraid 
to say anything. | told her to never talk to me again, in words that could have been more polite. 
She was effectively blacklisted from the group soon after that because it was obvious she was 


going to stay with him. 


The following months, she would stalk myself and the friend group. She would make 
fake accounts to follow those of us who turned our accounts private. She would watch our 
discord statuses and change her name on twitter to reflect them. She would insert herself into 
communities she knew we would be and try to strike up friendships with the larger creators. 
Eventually, she would start a “Writers Gild” where she would hunt for younger or newer writers 
to add to her weird online Harem. She would go on to post her husband's dick in it, and made 
numerous members uncomfortable. She claimed it was to help someone who needed a 


reference. They did not ask to see her husband's dick. 


Be honest, Wicked, you didn't post it because you wanted to show him off, you showed 


it so he would get gratification from young women. 


There was some discourse on the server, and some people had left. | came across a 
post talking about how toxic and racist the community had been to them, and i decided to break 


my silence on the topic by mentioning that i had been raped by her and her husband. | realized 


that she had been creating a group of young women, and | was afraid that she would also be 
grooming someone. | came out publicly about my experience. No one was using me to get to 
her, | was not convinced by anyone other than myself to make my initial statement. How insane 
is it that | can make decisions for myself when they are not to gratify you and your husband, 


right, Wicked? 


It was messy to say the least, | went to certain people | knew were friendly with her to 
warn them of what she had done. Obviously, that didn't go well, and | decided on making a 
public statement. | ended up breaking down to my parents about it soon after, and they 
supported me enough to feel confident enough to press charges. The case is not shelved 
because of a lack of evidence, It's currently in the prosecutor's office. It takes a while to file 
charges on cases of sexual assault due to it being a he said/she said situation. Rape cases are 
notoriously hard to prove, and often take months, years even to prosecute. If there was no 
proof, then it would not have made it to the prosecutor's office. It would have just been dropped. 
| knew it would take a long time going in, and it's something | still deal with to this day. But | 


have faith in the legal system. 


Since then, Wicked has continued to stalk myself and people | associate with. She has 
doxxed multiple friends with bullshit fake cease and desists. She has changed her story multiple 


times because she can't decide which parts make her and her (ex) husband sound less terrible. 


Just because my coping skills arent what is portrayed commonly in media doesn't mean 
| haven't been struggling. It doesn't mean i wasnt raped. It doesn't mean | wasn't hurt. We all 
cope differently, | cope the way my brain is wired to deal with trauma. To make a joke of the 
consequences to make it feel less serious than it truly is, to act docile when | feel I'm in danger. | 


have had public breakdowns and ptsd attacks where I'm once again in that zombie state for 


weeks at a time over the smallest trigger. To write off my trauma, to call me a liar, to make me 
out to be a pawn to be played by people who have problems with her- it's heinous. It's 
Disgusting. It's old. It's played out. Every decision | have made since I’ve accepted my 


circumstances have been my own. 


You weren't afraid for your life due to death threats that never happened, you were afraid 
of losing what little relevance you had, so you kept trying to stroke reactions and brought up the 
case when it hasn't been talked about for months. Its not “complicated”, its rape. If you have to 


say that sex was complicated, it probably wasn't sex in the first place. 


I'm so tired of people who have been supporting me being blamed for “turning me 
against her and suing me to get to her’. They aren't. They have been nothing but wonderful, 
they have helped me through so much, they have helped me find professional help and feel 
brave enough to come forward with my experiences. They are a big reason as to why | am still 
here today. They don't deserve the shit that has been thrown at them for simply thinking critically 
and coming to a conclusion you didn't like. It’s not drama when you are at risk of being 
convicted of rape and/or aiding in a rape, and put in prison, so stop treating it like it is. This has 
nothing to do with a shitty video game, it has nothing to do with the other people you have 


wronged. 


You dug this hole yourself with your own hands, and now you must lay in it. 


| will not say this is the last | will speak on this topic, but this is where | will leave it at this 


for now. 


-Daoko 


